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in marble and another scattered the perishable garni-
ture on the soil. All about the pool into which the
water subsided grew various plants, that seemed to
require a plentiful supply of moisture for the nourish-
ment of gigantic leaves, and, in some instances, flowers
gorgeously magnificent. There was one shrub in par-
ticular, set in a marble vase in the midst of the pool,
that bore a profusion of purple blossoms, each of which
had the lustre and richness of a gem; and the whole
together made a show so resplendent that it seemed
enough to illuminate the garden, even had there been
no sunshine. Every portion of the soil was peopled with
plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful, still bore
tokens of assiduous care, as if all had their individual
virtues, known to the scientific mind that fostered them.
Some were placed in urns, rich with old carving, and
others in common garden pots; some crept serpent-
like along the ground or climbed on high, using what-
ever means of ascent was offered them. One plant had
wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which
was thus quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery of
hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might have
served a sculptor for a study.

While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a
rustling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware
that a person was at work in the garden. His figure
soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that
of no common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow,
and sickly-looking man, dressed in a scholar's garb of
black. He was beyond the middle term of life, with
gray hair, a thin, gray beard, and a face singularly
marked with intellect and cultivation, but which could
never, even in his more youthful days, have expressed
much warmth of heart.

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this
scientific gardener examined every shrub which grew
in his path: it seemed as if he was looking into their